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“Tiosewater, some call it,” said the
t voice from the depths of the sun
“But it come over the still,
by drop.” And down the gingham
1 YyOou saw a face as sweet 48 a rosa
self, but a faded, a withered rose. For
sally Lavendar, with the long pres-
sure of her troubles had fullen into the
But if not much of the beau-
vouth was left, as I heard my
mother say, there had grown in her
» another sort of beauty that even
I ye of a child was loveliness.
She used to come down to the peort,
y the shore above, every now and
n, sometimes on the milkman’s
sometimes in a boat that

sere leaf.
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shore people thought, as I knew

> ., @s m
mother did, that it was fortunate foi
Sally that her Polly was at rest. But
Sally never left off missing thosz ar-

wild freaks: and she always left as if

| of !lt‘e. and in some blind way as if she
lg';i.ul hs-x;lselt‘hdefruudpd her—perhaps in
ving her ‘birth, gince Humphr £
he’E father. s
ut Humphrey himself was quite
Prmugh in those days for Sally's h;.lnds.
with the disordered blaze of his brain
burned down into imbecility. Now, his
old rages over, he
rouuad like some household animal, for-

getting his speech, forgetting every-
thing but his love for her. He went n.,ytn
with her on rambles through wood and
lane in quest of her simples, protecting

dent embraces of the litfle arms, that!
passion of tears and kisses after the '

Polly had been defrauded of her share |

followed his wife |

getting to eat unless she fed him, for- |

OROROROROROROROROMORORO)

stirred about getting supper, vexed at
{ she knew not what, the honevsuckle
i odors coming in the window, ‘the smell
of the smoke from the pine kindlings
she had a vague feeling that Iry haa
; not realized all his jdeals, and she put
some more shortening into the biscuit.
But Ann was right about Sally. For
her own sake, Sally had not a regret.
In her sacrificial spirit it would have
| sSeemed a hardship had any other
guarded Humphrey—one who might
i have been less tender with him: one
who might have made the shame and
trouble and poverty a repreoach to him
—one who might have done as Iry
Hodge had wanted and have put him
away to lonely misery in a madhouse.

Although Sally had soothed him in
his wild moods, and now that the
flames were ashes tended him in his
haif-imiecile ones, yet in some inex-
| plicable way her mother-yearning was
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chanced to be rowing by, and that gave | her from any
¢ nt on the

1 breath of cool refreshr
ping tide, with salt sr
beyvond, and a fee'
from all her car
ssently on certain
failed he:
ht was alw:ys a store of de

from the
, of remote-

customers

ct
wayvs and loved the odors
wares diffused. When Jer
h pedler,
and bombazines and
naughty children hid
, lest they should be
not to the
., my cousin
- r instance, d Sally Lav-
*'s basket have been any sort of

» wonderful things in that
were not only the
chicken bone,

'y stones and
most

r acquaint-
iries, so rich
hildish fancy were

ever, the rosewater
i she had
from

upper
rden of Eden for
drop or two of
fs Suudays, or
ther on birth-

said
way.
b And I
:0 much of it's
th rayside and

n find
what I'd
1s grandmoth-

ve used the
And Ive
over the
cves you

maybe
For you
xpect—I can't
But he's as quiet

s . e's ]ik.-_ a dear
Pl tused, lifting her
i o= t0 my mather's
e v‘,:11- v that then
e Py , the little
d more elf than
mlr‘i. nd If she had not devel-
i 4

oped in her
phrey’'s madne

1ll of Hum-
A r yet shown some-
thing like the et eal fla

; é ame of
sr:-am.;q insanity of his and Ufu;:}i
moiher’s before him. suppose all the

s, making calls
who
The basket that she
ight
n who knew her gentie
that her|
y Johns, the
lumbered along | s

dressed |
table, |

tiny |

vk when our |

paf— |

1d of you, |
| 3 little mis- |
don’t you think it}

> trouble by the
which he would
ild beast on 1y

mighty strengt
have fallen like a
one who annoyed he;
beyond h and carryin

ke Una and the lion,”
her, when down a w
nmer '.X.A‘_' we met ..“’7 ana n ;
con nion. *“But, O, such a
, such an old and faded

pet e

he had signed for us
without not fearing,
outbreak from Humphrev,
iong since ¢ rienced the h
ng that all i litt'e world I w of
| Humphrey's and, although
| the vang grown dull with
time, yet 1 relief of
no longer "ONCes ough
the dear Lord knows,” s once,
with 52 gush of tears, when she and my
mother were alone together,
died to keep it dark!”
“Well, well,” said Iry Hodge, as he
t the open window and saw them
y home in the warm suaset, **
fe time—yes, a life time of-—o
as you may say, Humphrey
r made for Sally when he married

1" married her bein’ knowin’ to
said Ann.

“Knowin’ to what?” said little Ma-
so named in noble defense to a
P essor; the boy having just come
in from driving home a cow.

“Knowin’ his mother’s son hadn’t no
rht to marry no one—"'
‘Any one, my dear! That is to say—"

“Any one or no one, it's all the same
thing! ‘There, sonny, do run along! If
you wasn't allus askin® question you'd
qnow as much as youar father some
dawv!" .

“But, all the me,” continued Irvy,
{ ignoring his w irritation, “I can’'t,

no, I can’t really say that Humphrey

—to blame, that is,”” a littie dry
nunctuating his words for
e doctors, yes, the doctors 1 D-
is, hadn’'t then come to -the—
fon—"

DoOSst
the conelu
! “Oh, well he knew he'd gone wrong
| more'n once, an’ he might again. '}

goodness me, it don’'t matter, for Sal
rather'n not! What's that you got,
| Mather?’
“Salt. Humphrey give it to me to

{ put on the birds’ tails to catch 'em. He
inlnrw it uo in pavpers for me if I'd be
| good an’ not miss school. But I'm goin’
| to give it to Dave. n't no good—"

“What the reason you're goin’ to give
it to Davy?”

“You can’t get near enough, you
know,” said the rosy urchin. looking
: up in a wondering simplicity, and open-

1

ing his red, pudgy fist that, with all its |

! hot moisture and grime, Ann could
ihave kissed, alwavs ashamed, though,
| she was of the oassion of tenderness
lin heart and hiding it under a tart
| tongue.

“You never do,” sad Iry, rather sol-
emnily. “You ain't the first one, my
| son—h'm—to find out that you never
{ Jo—as it were—get quite near enough
to your birds to—to catch them. H'm.”

“An’ you might get a tail feather, you
know."” :

“You might,”" said his father, -with
the little dry cough again. And as Ann

“I'd have |

“I'd like to, though,” said Mather. |
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still her wifely love; he was the hus- |
band of her youth, and she fared along |
patiently, as if exy ng that one day !
he should be released from the spell

come out from the sguise he wore nmi i

with the be again the splendid being he once !
: T | had s ed to her. ‘At any rate, he
will b she said once to Ann, “in that |

other country when we get there. *nd
You can’'t wonder at » looki for- |
ward to it—an’ less'n nothin’ he

Sometimes Humphrey had
heavy slumbers of

long,
I a day and night, and
it was in such opportunities that Sally
would get n to the port with the
basket of her accumulating treasures:
being able ordir v neither to, take
Hurmphrey with } nor to leave him !
2ehiad: while none of the contents of
the basket would have been disposed |
of had he been aware of it, for he con-
‘entrated on them all the

t have felt in the affairs of the
1 at large, had he been himself.

: would not have won-
had you ever tasted a
ve that Sally J
rosehips and honey, or her sweet and
iery cherry cordial. or had you
drenched a corner of vour tie in the
cologn of her compounding. And none
of these 4hings did Sally ever refuse
Humphrey, although she could not h‘!;r‘
erying whnen she came home one dav
and found the whole ho as if a
storm had blown through it. and dis- |
‘overed th he had
schoolboys

#

|
}

ted toi

half the |

. sfy their simple wants f«
year.

Humphrey saw her cry. He knew it
was on account of his misdee i
could not understand that Sall
deny him anyth
her tears wrou
rushed to the

fury. ¥He
dittle still in the pantry
to destroy it, partly in temper, lw]rt]\"}
perhaps ths its products should
never again tempt him to hurt her |
partly with irresponsible outhreak. “O
Humphrey, Humphrey! Don’t. don't
touch it! O. the still, the still!™ cried
Sally, throwing herself b re him. For |
there was not anpother still to be found. |
and if anything bappened to thi N
want that wonld befal' them
her in swift fancy., The ess .
roses that dripped through it. the poor.
weak cordial suvirit that she distilleq |
there—it was the only thing between !
them and the almshouse. For the!
conserves, the candies. the carved!
trifles. signified nothing besides those |
dainty vials of perfume and of tonic
that made her welcome to vounz gir]
and housewife, and made the children
feel as if the gales of Araby the blest
Llew about her as she walked.
Humphrey turned to look at her. and
| paused with the hammer in his lifted
| band, and Sally gently loosened his
| fingers till they dropped it. and then
| she put his arm about her shoulder and
led him away, her lips still trembling,
her face white. And from that dav
{ Humphrey made himself the keeper of
| the miserable little affair, and although
| with none to molest him. compassed in
| one all the watchfulness of the three
heads of Cerberus.
| “I like to treat the bavs,” he said.-
half whimperingly, to Sally that night,

{ the decanter stood upon

i ways washed herself.

‘ waking her from sieep to say it.
“Well, dear,” she answered, dreamily,

by

although she m:.-ant to hide her future

store.

“They're good boys, Sally. They
thought the jam was fine. So did i,
They put the rosewater on their hair,
an’ slicked up. They like the cherry-
bounce. I'm—I'm a little—warn’t just
the thing to treat boys to. was it, Sal-
1y? It sometimes makes me feel my-
self as if—as if, you know, the world
was going round the other way. I
thought — afterwards, I thought—
‘twould maybe strike them silly. You
listening, Sally? I like to treat the
boys. They're just the age our Polly
was. Sally! What's become of Polly?”

And then Sally could endure no more
and broke into bitter weeping, and
Humphrey sitting up in bed, took her
in his arms and rocked to and fro, his
eyes blazing in the moonlight that
streamed over them, and looking like
a wild man of the woods, with a white,
thin, helpiess creature in his arms.

By and by, in & pause of her sobs,
Sally found that, still holding her,
Humphrey was asleep. She freed her-
seif and pulled the pillows around to
support him till he should sink among
them, and, pitiful as her distress was,
she felt that this condition of Humph-
rey’s was better than the old days of
frenzy, or than those aftertimes of
dumb silence, when for long spaces he
uttered no syllable, but glared with
eves the more terrible than once they
had been tender. At any raie, now
she could hear a cock crow in the
night, and the far clarion calls from
farm to farm replying, without start-
ing in fright lest it woke Humphrey
to raving again: she could hear the
boatman blow his horn for the draw
of the bridge to be opened, and the
echo flute it off to mere breathings of
music; she could hear the meeting
house clock made its solemn and inter-
minable toll, and she could see the
golden streak of dawn grow to redness
and the white clouds flock up like a
troops of angels winging across the
blue, as she lay gazing at the window,
all without fear that had grown to be
torture.

That was a great deal to be thankful
for. Some time, perhaps, Humphrey
would be right again. And if that
never came to pass here, why there
was all heaven and the hereafter. Yet
she frequently felt as if, befare that
time, her own mind might be' gone,
with the care, the worry, the sleepless
nights, the sorrow. Now, the moon

hung in the window, looking upon her
like a gracious friendly spirit promis-
i

g peace; and Sally repeatied to her-
if the texts that in some cccult way
e her comfort, and took heart of
ace for the morrow; and her siender
arm still clasped around Humphrey, as
a mother folds her baby even in her
dreams, she slept at last herself.

But there wer= other wakeful people
on the shore that night. Iry Hodge
was not sleeping. “This is really—as
vou might say—reaily—" he kept say-
ing to himself without getting any fur-
ther; while even Ann tossed and
turned in her dream. For that after-
ncon their only son, Mather, the rosy
lit‘le lad who had longed to catch the
birds, the delight of both their hearts,
had been led home by Miss Rhody, a
great deal more than rosy, both stu-
pid and silly, and with feet treading
the air. And they had put him to bed,
and had sat down, all three crying to-
gether.

“There!” said Miss Rhody at length.
“1 take shame to myself’ for crying
this-a-way. There’s no need of it
It's an accident happens to the hens
whenever Sally throws out her cherry
stones after she's dreened ‘em.
Humphrey's stole her cherry bounce
and treated; an’ there ain’t a boy on
the shore but's come home the same
way. Mis' Dr. Niles’ husband’s neph-
ew’'s one of 'em: I've thought that

! boy’d bust w'en he's et eight bananas

at a settin’, ses she. ‘T'd jest as Meve
eat raw squash myself,” ses she, *but
I never thought to see him so 't he
couldn’t tell his name from Belzebub’s,”
ses she. ‘I'm goin’ to give him sech a
dose of thoroughwort tea,” ses she,
‘that ke won't want to so much as
smell cherry bounce again till the long-
est day he lives,” ses she. But lor, it's
nothin® ‘at all, Ivy! Don't you fret,
Ann. A boy’s got to be a boy an” know
life 2n’ see the world some time or
other, and I guess tne headache he’'ll
have tomorrow, peor litile dear cree-

! tur, will be all the life of that sort he'il

ever care to have. An" it was only in
the way of-an accident w'en all’'s said.’

“*An'—an' if it° was,” said Ivy, ‘I
don’'t know—really—hm—I don’t know
what we'er going to do about Humph-
rey.’

“It's an accident ‘that'll happen
again if we don’t watch out!” said Ann
sharply. “Humphrey’d orter be re-

s

it

strained, and there's no doubt about

“It would kill Sally if he is,” said
Miss Rhody.

“It’ll kill me if he isn't.”

There were 2 number of the mothers
on the shore who agreed with Ann that
this was an accident that might hap-
pen again. And although their hus-
bands laughed at them they were in a
state cf alarm like that of a brood
when hawk hovers in the air.
don't car€ what Jo says,” cried Mrs.
Brynes, letting her flatiron cool w
I y and Susy Wayne ran in next|
nirng. “I'd ruther see my Bennyl

e
brought home without a breath in his
ody than with that breath. You keep

{still, B :nny! I know your throat's dry,
land it"A orter be! An" his

tongue—
you'd «rter see his poor little tongue,
the dear innercent! My Lord, I should

not think a man’d want that tongue
To think of that child's being

twice.
ma

a tiooler without knowin’
“"Twould break me ail un,”
Susy, looking sorrowfully

s

—

said
down the

while at the apple blossoms there, *‘if
my litile Davy got into the habit of
this.
cider

when I've seen him sucking

| through a straw—new cider, too. But

cherry brandy—O, it really is wicked."”
“Wicked ain’t no name for it,”” eried
Mrs. Carter, who had followed her.
And with this sort of feeling abroad
among the mothers, it was not remark-
able that going down for their shop-

| ping to the Peort, the Port people heard

of Humphrey, and the still, and the
cordial, and the boys.

In this way the matter came to my
Aunt Pamela’s ears. And my Aunt Pa-
mela was the head and front of an as-
sociation which just then was sweep-

And, of course, Humphrey'll coax |
them in again. I've trembled some even |

was private still some-
where up’ along the shore; that it be-
longed to a woman named Sally Lav-
endar, whose husband was making
drunkards of little boys; and it was
against the law to have a private still.
At least she believed it was the
law. And at any rate she would de-
stroy the still first, and see about the
law afterward.

She called a meeting of the Tabitha—
styled the tabbies by the irreverent—
and after assuring them that the mat-
ter of changing their name to that of
the Martha Washingtons could wait
awhile, she laid before them the mon-
strous fact that boys were being ruined
by the possessor of a-still five miles up
the river, and that, of course, their own
boys were in danger, near as they were
to a community subject to such a de-
moralizing influence, and she moved
that they send a constable at once for

e destruction of that tool of evil, and

eclared that it was a vote.

“But Pamela!” cried my mother, hur-
rying ifi as soon as she heard of it.
“You are all off. It is nothing of the
sort. She is a poor woman who sells
herbs and distils rosewater—"

“I never heard that rosewater intoxi-
cated little boys,” said my aunt, loftily.

“And I know her—I am very fond of
her—I buy a great deal of her—"

* “I know you refused to join our so-
ciety, but you needn’t boast of buying
stimulants, Emily,” said my aunt.

“Stimulants!” exclaimed my mother,
out of all patience. “Sweet little Sally
Lavendar’s essence of roses! I gave
you a jar of her potpourri—"

“Yes. And it is reeking with alcohol!”

“The poor, weak cologne she makes
herself!”

“With that still, I suppose., where she
makes the cherry brandy that has torn
the hearts of all the mothers in the
village who are secing their boys
turned into little beasts by her machi-
nations—"

“0O, Pamela, this is really too ridicu-
lous!™

“You may call it ridiculous,” said my
aunt, with her eyebrows at the given
attitude for disdain. “I call it trag-
icall”

And tragical it was, as to her grief,
my mother found, when hastening up
the shore in the chaise—my cousin
Lester and I following, unnoticed in her
unusual anxiety, on a milk wagon
whose good-natured driver pretended
that we were pirates who had over-
come him and were forcing him to
drive us where we would.

But my mother was just too late.
The constable had arrived first, and
had confronted the bewildered Sally
and had demanded the still. And Hum
phrey, understanding nothing but that
the defense of the still was in ques-
tion, had thrown himself upon the man
with all his maniacal force. The still
had been ruined in the struggie: the
man had been borne to the ground, but
not seriously hurt, and in his fury
Humphrey had broken a vessel on his
brain.

Sally was on the grass of the little
garden plot, holding Humphrey's head
upon her breast. It was of a bright
June afternoon. I remember now all
the picture of the moment—it struck
me mor: than the feeling did—the skyv
of that tender blue which verges to-
ward evening, the roses clamboring
over the high trellis behind, the great,
fragrant, blushing roses that Sally had
trained there, shaking in the soft wind
with a gay and cruel rustling, the
white, still woman who seemed to see
nothing in all the world but the face
upon her breast—that strange, dark
face whose burning eyes were fixed on

?.
i

hers with a complete intelligence.

The doctor, for whom Ivy Hodge had
run, was on his knees, holding Hum- |
phrey’s hand, and Ann and Miss Rhody |
and Libby and 7Tom Brier—I knew '
them all afterward—were with my |
mother by the big white rose bush, |
crying and drembling together. Hum- |
phrey was calmly dying, and Sallyi
knew nothing of any words but that |
the bounds of whoise dark mystery she%
seemed to be treading with him. The |
gust of sweet brier tossing in the wind |
brings it all before me now—the fa('esj
of the frightened children at ‘the gate, |
the cries of the men far off launching
a little sloop on the late tide, the se
of an awful darkness opening out of
the light, and a singular stillness close
at hand, broken only by that strange
murmur of Humphe voice.

“Wife,” he was sa , “it's @ hard
road you've trod with n z

“O no, O no, my dear.”

“You've gone along with seven dev-
ils. There's a hand come ar’ cast 'em
out at last! Sally, I'd orter have saved
you from it in the beginning—""

“0O, Humphrey, there hasn't been a
day I haven't been glad I was with
you!"’ |

!

with ’

“Sally,” he murmured ag
stiffening lip, “my Sally, I ne¢ aeant |
harm to a soul.” |
“0, I know it.” |
“And I loved you always,” he said, |

presentdy. |

“Yes, always.” i

“It won't be heaven till you come,” |
he whispered again, after a moment or
two.

He lay a little while "looking up at|
her eyes, with a deep smile growing
into his face. Then the eyelids fell a
trifie; the glance rested on a space of

tance. *““Why, Sally!” he said suddenly
and !loud and clear. “There’s Polly!™
And then Humphrey was gone.

It was little l=ather at the gate wit
us, who broke into a wail of sorrow.
But Sally sat looking into the ¢
space as if she journeved after Hum-

{ orchard., her face still as pink and | phrey into that infinite distance.

NEWEST AND BEST.

ing all before it in the cause of tem-
perance, nn entirely new cause in our
part of the world at that period, when
the sideboard,
and every well furnished store closer
had its keg of Marsala and Madeira.

Even Aunt Pamela, in all the exuber- |
ance of her enthusiasm. had not bun- |

ished the old rum bottles that had her
grandfather’'s name and date blown in
them, from. the corner buffet, where

| stocd her grandmother’s flowered chi-

na, the lovely Lowenstall that she al-
And she never
thought twice about mixing the com-
fortable joruns that the minister and
the dector took together before going

i out, without &« thought of harm, to ad-

dress the temperarnce society. For it
was temperance, not abstinence, thev

| were preaching; and they were preach-

ing that for poor fellows who really
could not afford to drink: not for gen-
tlemen like themselves who sent their
sherry on long, rolling voyages of calm
anq< storm to season it. It is plain, you
see, that the temperance society had
come to us none oo soon.

But even enthusiasts in a great cause
out of their very enthusiasm may make
mistakes: and, sooth to say, my Aunt
Pamela w;s one of those people, who
take up a cause simply for the sake of
its excitement, and for something to
be busy about. Nothing she secked, be-
cause nothing she knew, of homes heg-
gajed, of widows made, apd orphans,
of " hearts broken, of great powers
brought to naught, of the profound
misery of those who watch for late un-
certain footsteps, who see poverty and
degradation coming. see the corruption
and decay of the soul they iove. Noth-
ing of all the terrors of drunkenness
did she know, nor any of the heart-
burning when the man who sells the
poison takes the hovse, as he has
taken the hap ©of the house, and

piness
roils by with the riches thaf he has
=
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east. Thro
» Salt Lake, ¥
and Chicago v
and Bur

00 p.mL
No. 5—For Ogden and the west.. 9:5a m.
No. 2—For Ogden and west......11:0) p.m.
No. i—Feor Gzden and west.
No. 2—For Park Chy........... 0 .
ARRIVE T LAXE CITY.
No. &—Fiom Provo, Srand Junc-
tion and the east

ride behind one of

to Deuver, On
Grande Wes
route.

Tickets at offices of
“m. | Ticket office, 214
m.

m.

tion and the east .
No. 8—From Prevo, Heber, Bing-

ham, Eureku, Belkaap, Mantl

and intermediate points......... 5 P
No. 6—From Ogdqn and the west. §:20 a
No. 2—From Ogden and the west. 3:55 p.
No. 4—From Ogden 5u¢é the west. 7355 D

street, Salt Lake C

No. 7—From FEurzka, Payson, 1
Heber, Provo and intermediate > PRITTT
L N RS I 10:00 a.m. e C. P. PRUITT.

No. 41—From Park City........... 6:46 p.m. rav. Pass. and Freight Agent.

Perfect Dining Car Service. = -

Bleeping Cars to Cmcafo Without Change nE
Ticket Office, 103 est Second South,

Postoffice Corner.

TIME CARD, 1

$I3ﬁays

Board and Tuition for
entire school year.

| Fine b
{ Course covers

in effect

JULY 11, 1900.

Depart.
Chicago special for Ogden, Cache
Valle;, Omaha, Chicagu, Den- _
ver, Kansas City and St. Louis 7:00 a.m.
*sMixed train for Garfield Beach
Tooele and Terminus.
Mail and

7:45 a.m.

35 am.

Francisco
points .
Cverland

. 9:45am.

Salt Lake

St 1
*Mail and Express for Provo, = Tk
Nephi, Milford and intermed-

iate points STt bt St g S e 2 6:05 p.m.

Pertland-Butte press for c
Ogren, Butte, Helena, Portland, i
San Francisco, and intermed- ’
iate points 10:30 p.m. BANKERS,

Limited Fast Mail from Ogden, SALT LAKE CITY.
%;‘ni ago, Omaha, DS:. Louis. - - -
{ansas City and enver. ..... 3:30 a.m. 4 : -

Northwest Special fromm Ogden, (Established 15873.) I
Portland, Spokane, Butie, | Transact a General Banking Business,
Helena and San Francisco...... 9:05 a.m. —

*Mail and Express from Milford,

Nephi, Pro d intermediate —_— = —
points . 9:35am.

Overland m
S S e  THE DESERET SAVINGS BAR
i‘hy, ;)muha. Denver and - ! el
“ranclsco -.. 3:00 p.m. . RECTORS-

*s2fixed Train from Garfieid ‘ DIRBCTORS:

Beach, Tooele and Terminus..
Cache Valiey Express from Pres-
ton, Loga Brigham, Ogden

|
4:00 p.mo. | W. W. Riter, Presiden
Moses Thatc A

and Intermediate points.......... 5:55 pm, James Sharp, John F
Mail and Express from Tintic, Cutler, David <
Mercur, Nephi, Provo and George Romney, John R
L S A 630 p.m. | Peery, E. R. Eldredge, W
Portland-Butte Express from Og- Four per cent interest paid
Gen, Butte, Portlané, San Fran- @eposits.
cisco and intermediate points.. 7:50 p.m. h e

|
*Trains south of Juab do not run Sun- l
1

days.
**Daily except Sunday. i
Telephone N 250. i

City Tickei Office. No. 291 Main Street. | Ine
W. H. BANCROFT. D. E. BURLEY, M |
Vice P. & Man. Gen P. & T. A | ! ma a8,

. & n
S. W. ECCLES. Gen. Traffic Man.

l v Ge 3

Directors—

R R L ' Daly, O. J
e Thomas Mar

—IS THE— M Dgfv}_:ty. Jobn Donnel

| — ~
M EEARTE |
stonTesT AL QINRET, |

THE T R.JONES& Cc
SMIETHE BiST. | HOTEL KNUTSFORD

BANKERS.

SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH.

|
|
i

G. 8. HOLMES, PROPRIETOR..

THE OVERLAND LIMITED,
THE FAST MAIL.

THE ATLANTIC EXPRESS.

A matchless trio of superbly =quibped
trains to all eastern points daily.
Ticket office, Telephone
201 Mazin St. 685.

. B. CHHOATE, General Agent,

SALT LAKE & 105 ANGELES RY.

SPECIAL TIME CARD |
—for—

BANKERS,

/ALKERBROTHERS

LABOR DAY. o r——
Lake. Leave Sanair. | A General Banking
. m Business Transacted.
m.
3 : p. m. Safety Deposit Boxes for Beat.
2 . n, 35 p. m.
FAK‘(E“F‘ YR ROUND TRIP, ILIEM‘
W. J. BATEMAN, — —

WM. McMILILLAN, o

P A i
H. 8. YOUNG, Cashier.
L. S. HILLS, President.

MOSES THATCHER, Vice President

U. S. DEPOSITORY,

Gen’'l Manager. G

LAGOON TIME TABLE.

Salt Lake & Ogden Railway.

Leave Arrive
Lake Salt Lake .
&'m 8:30 am |
1’311 ~ m ,
3= wpm. l fia,
=, é.i pm SAAT LAKE CITY, UTAH
e - 20 p m )
il 11:10 p m | CAPTPAL, o aremaare + + = $300,000
1 res L > = - oe 00 ote -t
W aseon Sundays at | gyRPLUS . ... .o - $250,000

Extra trains oen Sundays and Holidays |
run every hour in th 3 e
not stop between
ROUND TRIP %
mission to grounds.
JOHN FOGARTY. S. BAMBERGER,
Itk A et Gen’] Manager.

CHICAGO

L i (ESTABLISHED 1852.)
S Great Transact a General

tank 'S‘and { Banking Business
\

Safety Deposit Boxes for Rent

WELLS, FARGO & CO°

BALT LAETE CITY, UT

J. E. DOOLY, Cashier.

NATIONAL BANK
OF THE REPUBLIC

U. S. DEPOSITORY.

BOFFET

RARY SHOKER,
T EQUIPMENT,
*. Ohaip Oars Free, ¢

Frank Knox ......
George A. Lowe
Ed. W. Duncan ..

" %. J. CLARK,

$ Ba}rl\kinzén all i'.l nct
i + 00 & rawn on ¥
‘!‘nva!mg Passenger Agten,. i : gﬁrr:o:fge__t _____ + paid on time deposiil.
F3 -

el Ranamae ey

LA Lo e

|




